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COMING ON TIME 


A mother was playing with her lit- 
tle baby. She thought, “He is a very goodly 
child. Perhaps he is the promised Re- 
deemer.” 

But the time had not come for Jesus 
to be born. The little boy grew up to be 
Moses, who led the Israelites out of Egypt. 

The years rolled by. Sometimes they were 
happy times; sometimes very sad. Every 
mother looked at her new son and thought, 
“I wonder if my boy is the promised Re- 
deemer.” No one knew when He would 
come. 

Then, one day God gave the prophet 
Daniel a vision. God said, “Right now Jeru- 
salem is in ruins. But soon the king will 
make a law giving the Jews permission to 
build it up again. Count 483 years from 
then, and you will come to the time when 
Jesus will be baptized. Then add three and 
a half more years, and Jesus will be cruci- 
fied.” Daniel came out of the vision, and 
wrote it in chapters 8 and 9 of his book. 











Still the years rolled by. Jerusalem was 
just a pile of stones. The people were dis- 
couraged. But God intended to keep His 
promise. After about eighty years, the king 
made the decree giving them permission 
to rebuild the city. They were so happy. 
The wiser ones did some arithmetic. Jesus 
would be baptized in 483 years. They went 
further. A man was usually thirty years 
old when he began his lifework. They took 
away thirty from 483. Jesus would be born 
in 453 years! 

Those 453 years went by. Would Jesus 
come on time? 


Out on the hillside is a group of Os 
herds. 


Suddenly the heavens open. An angel 
appears. “Unto you is born this day in 
the city of David a Saviour, which is Christ 
the Lord.” Jesus had come—on time! 

Would He be baptized on time? The 
vision had said 483 years after the decree 
—A.D. 27. 

And now it is A.D. 27. All Israel is ex- 
cited. There is a strange preacher down by 
the river Jordan, baptizing people. Let’s 
go and see. 

What crowds there are! And look, there’s 
John! He’s pointing at someone. “Behold,” 
he says, “the Lamb of God.” And as we 
watch, John takes Jesus down into the river 
and baptizes Him. Right on time again! 

Would He die on time? The vision said 
it would be three and a half years later. 
That means A.D. 31. 

And that is exactly when He was cruci- 
fied. In the very year, on the very day that 
the Passover Lamb was killed, at the very 
moment when the priest in the temple was 
raising the knife to slay the lamb for the 
evening sacrifice—at that precise instant, 
Jesus died—on time. 

Jesus is never late. Some people think 
He is late coming back the second time. 
Don’t let them fool you. God told Daniel, 
“At the time appointed, the end shall be.” 
Jesus will come back on time. 

Let’s get into the habit of being early 
to meet our appointments with Him @ 
Sabbath school and church so we won’t be 
late to meet Him when He comes in the 
clouds. 


Your friend, 


a Wael? 





Mother had said No, but 


Livia decided to be 


Baptized 


WEEN Mother gave Livia permission to 
attend the Seventh-day Adventist school, 
it was on one condition. She must not be 
baptized. But Livia, as we shall see, was 
baptized anyway. 

For months before she went, she had 
been coaxing her mother to let her go. 

“I want to go there, Mamma,” she had 
said, over and over again. “It’s really a nice 
school.” 

“I’m sure it is a very good school, dear,” 
Mother had said, “but we will have to find 
out more about it and the religious teaching 
given there.” 


Livia opened the telegram fearfully. 
Now that she had been baptized, 
what would her mother do to her? 
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“But, Mamacita, my girl friend, Tia, has 
told me all about it. The students and teach- 
ers are very religious, even though they don’t 
go to mass or pray to the virgin Mary.” 

“They might even be right, Livia,” an- 
swered Sefiora Restrepo. “I have quit go- 
ing to mass myself, but I don’t know any- 
thing about Seventh-day Adventists yet. We 
must learn something about them before we 
send you to their school in Medellin.” 

And Mother investigated! Very carefully 
she found out all she could about this Ad- 
ventist school. Finally she decided she would 

To page 20 
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BEARS IN THE CAMP 


By GLENN 


lf ANY of the girls 

were imagining 
wild things about 
bears as they pre- 
pared their beds for 
the night, no one 
should laugh at 
them, for there ac- 
tually were bears 
nearby. But the one 
who really got fooled 
that night was the camp director. 

Nearly one hundred Junior girls were en- 
joying an overnight pack trip as part of their 
summer camp activity. Their happy voices 
blended with the music of the rippling river 
nearby and with the wind as it rustled 
through the tall pine trees at the spot where 
they had chosen to spend the night. 

“Just look at the nice pile of pine needles 
I have, Miss Martin!” Esther said. She had 
been on an overnight hike in the Sierra 
Mountains before, and knew the importance 
of preparing a thick “mattress” for her sleep- 
ing bag. 

While one group was preparing some de- 
licious camp stew, others were gathering 
wood for the evening campfire. A few were 
burying potatoes in the hot ashes, and still 
others were making camp bread. 

A shrill whistle brought the scattered 
group quickly to the place where the food 
was to be served. 

“Let’s sing our thanks for the food,” the 
director announced, and then led them in 
the familiar song: 
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“For food and health and happy days, 
Accept our gratitude and praise; 
In serving others, Lord, may we 
Repay our debt of love to Thee. Amen.” 


How good everything tasted! They had 
hiked several miles, and all seemed to have 
unusually big appetites. 

“I’m as hungry as a bear!” one of the girls 
said emphatically. 

“Speaking of bears,” Mr. Perry confided, 
“there really are bears in this area. The 
rangers say that bears come into this public 
camp nearly every night during the sum- 
mer, searching for scraps of food left by 
the campers.” 

“Will they hurt us?” asked a girl who was 
on her first camping trip. 

“Not if we leave them alone,” Mr. Perry 
assured her. “We must never try to feed 
them, though, and don’t attempt to get too 
close to one.” 

“You don’t need to worry about me get- 
ting too close,” remarked Edna Johnson. 

Soon the evening meal was over, dishes 
were washed, food was put away, finishing 
touches were put on their “beds,” and every- 
one assembled around the campfire for a 
program of songs and stories. 

Then it was bedtime. The counselors had 


assisted the girls in arranging themselves @ 


units of six to eight in each group, with a 
adult in each unit. 

The camp director and his wife and Mr. 
and Mrs. Perry had selected places some 
distance from the area where the various 
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groups of girls had made up their beds. 

“Wake us up when breaktast is ready,” 
Mr. Perry said jokingly to the camp director. 

“Are you in bed so soon?” the director's 
wife inquired. With that she took her flash- 
light and went to get a drink. Then she 
walked across the road toward the washroom, 
which was nestled among the trees and un- 
derbrush. As she followed the trail she heard 
someone coming, and turned the light toward 
the noise. It was a bear! 

Fortunately, the bear was at least as fright- 
ened as she was, and turned the other way, 
Qeirs as fast as it could go. 

Upon returning to the sleeping area, Mrs. 
Fillman told her husband and the Perrys 
about her adventure. 

“Oh, oh,” her husband mused. “I under- 
stand that bears are very fond of raisins and 
candy. There is some of each in my lunch 
sack here, and I don’t think I care to leave 
it so close to my bed. Let’s see—maybe this 
would be a good place to put this sack.” 
And he left the remainder of his lunch on 


Peering through the darkness, the camp director saw 
two bear cubs not more than fifteen feet from him. 
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a log just a few feet from 
where Mr. and Mrs. Perry 
were tucked in for the night. 

“Can't you think of a bet- 
ter place than that to store 
those things?” Mrs. Perry 
chided. Too comfortably settled to move, 
however, the Perrys decided the sack could 
stay on the log. 

Soon the camp director and his wife had 
crawled into their sleeping bags, and at last 
all was quiet. 

No one knows just how long things were 
quiet, but they were awakened from their 
blissful slumber by a loud whisper: “Elder 
Fillman! Elder Fillman!” 

“Who is it?” the sleepy director yawned. 

“I'm Gladys Martin. Would you please 
come over to where my girls are? There are 
three little bear cubs up a tree only a few 
feet from where we have our beds. The 
mother bear is over by the place where we 
ate, raiding the garbage cans. We don't 
know just what may happen when she comes 
back after her offspring. We would feel 
safer if a man were close.” 





To page 19 














Brothers of the Scarred Hands 


By JOHN H. HANCOCK) rd pare 





CHAPTER FIVE: "BLOOD BROTHERS FOREVER!" 





ae baptism Ketowa and Billy had seen 
made a profound impression upon their 
minds. They had never seen such a service 
before, and did not understand what it was 
all about. They did realize, however, that it 
must have some deep religious significance. 

The ten persons whom they had seen bap- 
tized were the first fruits of the missionary 
work done by Mr. Findley, a Seventh-day Ad- 
ventist layman. They formed the charter 
members of the first little Seventh-day Ad- 
ventist church in Bishop, California. 

Mr. Findley, a carpenter by trade, had 
accepted the Adventist faith in Battle Creek, 
Michigan. After his baptism he was deter- 
mined to share his faith with his parents 
and sisters who lived out in the West in 
the Owens’ Valley. Hence, with his wife and 
three children, Jim, fourteen, Ernest, ten, and 
Alfred, four, he came West. 

Although he was a carpenter, he found 
that his brothers-in-law were all farmers, 
so he decided that he would work with them 
out in the hayfields. While he worked, he 
talked with them about his new-found faith, 
and it was not.long until the evenings were 
spent giving Bible studies to them. 

After a long series of studies with his sis- 
ters and brothers-in-law at Big Pine, and 
with his parents at Bishop, Mr. Findley had 
the joy of seeing ten persons baptized and 
the Bishop church established. 

The next day after the baptism Ernest 
Findley, the ten-year-old son, went down to 
the riverbank to sail a toy boat he had 
whittled out. For some time he had great 
fun watching the boat ride the waves of the 
flowing river. He followed the boat down- 
stream, using a long stick to keep it from 
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going out too far into the treacherous waters. 

All at once Ernest reached out too far to 
retrieve his little boat, and fell into the 
stream. As he fell he let out a scream for 
help. The cry reached his father’s ears, and at 
once he started from the little cabin to the 
river's edge. But the boy’s cries were also 
heard by another person, closer to the lad 
than was Mr. Findley. 

Billy was fishing just upstream a short dis- 
tance from where the boy fell in, and with 
the quickness of a deer responded to the cry. 
Plunging into the water, he soon had a tight 
grip on Ernest, and brought him to shore 
just as Mr. Findley reached the bank. 

Seeing the white man, Billy tried to slip 
away unnoticed, but Ernest clung to his res- 
cuer and refused to let go. Before the fright- 
ened youth could escape, the boy and his fa- 
ther had surrounded Billy and insisted that 
he should follow them home. 

Mr. Findley soon discovered that Billy was 
a most unusual young man. He was dressed 
like an Indian, but his blue eyes and brown 
hair betrayed his background. No mistaking 
it! He was a white boy! But only with great 
difficulty could he express himself in English. 
Who was he? 

At first Billy’s heart was filled with fear, 
for this was his first intimate contact with 
a white man, but the love and kindness the 
Findleys showed him soon melted this bar- 
rier, and in halting words he told them all 
he knew of his amazing story as his Indian 
foster mother, Natowah, had given it to him. 

The Findleys were deeply moved by Billy’s 
story. Ketowa and Billy were not ordinary 
young men. They were youth of real char- 
acter, and when Mr. Findley realized that 








they were without a home, he determined 
to take the boys under his “wing” and try 
to help them in every way he could. 

When Billy was given his first book, he 
looked at it with wide eyes. Never before 
had he seen such pictures! And all those 
tiny letters! How could he ever learn to 
read? But Billy was very bright, and before 
long he was reading and speaking English 
very well. 

Poor Ketowa! It seemed he never would 
learn. Perhaps it was because he was so self- 

onscious over wearing the squaw’s cloth- 
@. Mr. Findley tried again and again to 

get Ketowa to put on men’s clothing, but 
in vain. The law of the chief of his tribe, 
even though he had been cast out, still stood 
as far as he was concerned, and faithfulness 
to Indian honor was uppermost to Ketowa. 

Some time later Mr. Findley decided to 
return to Michigan with his family. Pleased 
with Billy’s scholastic progress, he asked 
him to return to Michigan with him and go 
through school. Billy consented, and soon 
found himself enrolled in an Adventist 


school, where he studied hard ‘and learned 
much concerning Jesus and His love. 

Time passed quickly, and Billy finished 
school, ready to take up his lifework. Mr. 
Findley was proud of him and was glad he 
had become a Christian. 





“What are you planning to do, Billy, now 
that you have graduated?” Mrs. Findley asked 
him. 

“My great desire is to go back to the land 
of my childhood. I want to share this wonder- 
ful Jesus I know with Ketowa and Natowah, 
if she is still alive. I may be a white boy, 
but my blood is red! I must go back to the 
Indians! I could not rest till I have told them 
the story of salvation.” A faraway look came 
into Billy’s eyes as his mind passed quickly 
to the scenes of the Far West, and the native 
haunts of his happy youth. 

“Go back, my son,” said Mr. Findley, “and 
God bless you. May you become a great 
missionary to your foster people!” 

Upon his return to the Sierras, Billy went 
to his old tribe and tried to secure a pardon 
for Ketowa, but the chief refused to grant 
the request. He was glad, though, that the 
tribe did receive him graciously and listened 
to his story. For several years he worked 
among the Indian tribes in Utah and Nevada, 
giving them the story of salvation and trying 
to get them to accept the Adventist faith. 

The first great joy that came to Billy as 
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Ernest was quietly sailing his boat and did not no- 
tice the Indian fishing. Then things happened fast. 














Andy’s Gadget Magic 





ICELESS FOOD COOLER 





saan 






PLACE ABRICK OR 
FLAT STONE IN 

LARGE PAN OR BOWL. 
FILL WITH WATER, 
BE SURE NOT TO 
SUBMERGE BRICK. 





or, 

Suen 
= 
Paene 
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MAKE FRAME OF 
HARDWARE CLOTH, 
FENCING, OR 


~<—-— 
——- 













COVER WITH DAMP 
POROUS CLOTH. 
PLACE IN SHADE And 
AND IN DRAFT. | 








he shared his faith was the day that his 
Indian foster mother, Natowah, surrendered 
her heart to the Lord and was baptized, the 
first fruits of his work. 

But Billy carried a heavy burden on his 
heart for his “brother of the scarred hand,” 
Ketowa. Though he pleaded with him and 
prayed for him, Ketowa remained strangely 
aloof from Billy’s new-found religion. Fi- 
nally, however, a short while before his death, 
Ketowa surrendered his heart and asked for 
baptism. 

“Let us go to the river and be baptized, my 
brother,” suggested Billy. 

“No, Billy,” pleaded Ketowa. “Please do 
not ask me to be baptized in the river. There 
will be too many people on shore to see me. 
I am ashamed of my squaw’s dress.” 

“But, Ketowa,” Billy explained, “you are 
now becoming a Christian. You do not need 
to continue to wear a squaw’s garment. Put 
on men’s clothing. You will belong to Jesus 
now!” 

Strange as it may seem, though Billy 
pleaded with his brother, never could he get 
him to change from his woman’s dress. To 
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the day of his death, Ketowa wore the 
squaw’s garb; but he was not so ashamed of 
it after he had been baptized in a crystal- 
clear pool of mountain water high in the 
Sierras, while five of his loved ones looked 
on. In this beautiful baptismal font, with 
the stately pines and rugged mountains for 
a backdrop, Ketowa found peace for his trou- 
bled heart. 

During the last year of his life, Ketowa 
joined with his brother Billy in the work 
of the gospel. Wherever Billy went, you 
could always see an Indian, dressed in 
squaw’s clothing, scattering Christian tracts 
and talking to the people about his new- 
found faith. 

It was a sad day when the brothers of the 
scarred hands had to part, and Ketowa was 
called to his final “happy hunting ground,” 
but Billy knew it would not be an eternal 
good-by. Billy and Ketowa had been “blood 
brothers” in this life through adoption by a 
cross of blood. Another cross, upon which 
the lovely hands of Jesus were scarred when 
His precious blood was split, had made 


To page 19 














It's bigger than a washtub! 


The Largest Flower in the World 


oe By ©. ‘t. 


O YOU like flowers? How would you like 

to see the biggest flower in the world? 
I don’t think you will ever have the chance, 
for you would have to sail halfway around 
the world to the land of Malaya and hack 
your way deep into the jungle, where the 
green things grow so thick one has to cut 
his pathway with a large knife. So I will tell 
you about it, and you can imagine what it 
looks like. 

When you come upon one of these flowers 
you would know it right away, because just 
one blossom is farther around than Mother's 
largest washtub! The rafflesia, for that is its 
name, has five brick-red petals, each as big 
around as your dinner plate and thicker than 
your hand. Sometimes boys and girls like 
to pick their mother a bouquet, but you could 
never bring her a bouquet of these flowers, 
because each one weighs about fifteen 
pounds. 

In the center of the flower is a huge cup 
about a foot across, filled with many little 
curved spikes look- 
ing like tiny cow 
horns. If these are 
scraped out of the 
cup, it will then hold 
nearly twelve pints 
of water. That would 
make a good kitchen 
pan, wouldn’t it? 

We like flowers 
most of all because 
of their beauty, but 
also because of the 
wonderful perfume 
they give off. Just 
imagine the amount 
of nice scent that 





The world’s largest flower growing in the forests of Malaya. 
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should be given off by a lovely, large blossom 
like the rafflesia. But, alas, although it does 
give off a lot of scent—the smell is said 
to be like that of rotten meat! Isn't that too 
bad? Looks aren't everything, are they? For 
instance, some people claim to be good 
Christians; they dress up and go to church 
every week with their Bible under their 
arm. They /ook fine, but somehow on the 
inside they are not just what Jesus wants 
them to be. It isn’t enough to Jook good. 
We must be good. 

Another strange thing about this giant 
flower is that its stem, instead of being very 
large as we would expect, is actually very 
short and only as big around as two of 
your fingers. Perhaps that is why the flower 
does not live very long; it has such a poor 
connection with its source of life. And if 
you and I expect to live forever with Jesus 
in the new earth, we must make sure that 
we have a good connection with Him right 
now. 


A, es; 68. 
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The Underground Railroad 


R / By Barbara Jean Horst, Age 13 
Campbell, California 


“We're almost there!” sighed Josiah to his 
Abolitionist guide, Eduard Swanson, as they 
stopped to rest awhile. Josiah was a runaway 
slave going by way of the underground rail- 
road from Florida to Minnesota and on to 
Canada, where he would be free. 

For days now he had been traveling with 
Eduard, and they were almost to their next 
hide-out, which was in the northern part of 
Illinois. 

The secret route they were following now 
had been in use since the early 1820's. But 
even if the routes were old, all were secret. 
There weren’t many routes in the South be- 
cause of the great danger involved in their 
operation. Most routes started on the border 
of certain Southern States and went north 
to the free States in the Union or to Canada. 

“We must hasten on for fear the South- 
erners will catch up with us and capture 





| LOVE JESUS 


By Rosamond Kathleen Trumble, Age 11 
Long Prairie, Minnesota 


I love Jesus because | know 
He is with us wherever we go. 


He is with us all the day, 
At home, at school, at work, at play. 


We shall see Him some glad day 
If we obey Him all the way. 
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us. They might kill us,” cautioned Eduard, 
who wasn’t taking any chances. 

On they hurried, to the home of Wendell 
Phillips, one of the noted leaders of the Abo- 
litionist party, where they were received with 
a hearty welcome. They stayed only long 
enough to exchange guides and to eat. Ed- 
uard started back toward the southern part 
of Illinois, but just before he reached the 
bend in the road he turned in time to see 
Josiah go over the hill with his new guide, 
George Tompson. 

“Who was your master?” the new guide 
asked Josiah quietly, for the Southerners had 
spies all over the country. 

“John Dumont,” replied the fleeing slave 
with a look of disgust; for “Masta” Dumont, 
as Josiah called him, was a very cruel man. 
“He always would beat us if we 


“Hush!” cried George suddenly. “They're 
coming!” 

Quickly and quietly they stepped into the 
nearby shrubs. Officers of the South were 
coming in search of them, but little did they 
know that the runaway slave they were hunt- 
ing was less than twelve feet away! 

As Josiah looked at the little group of 
Southerners, he could make out the face of 
his own master, John Dumont. 

“Just wait until I get that Josiah,” threat- 
ened Masta Dumont. “He'll be sorry he ever 
tried to run away. He'll never ever have 
another chance if I ever catch him. Just you 
wait! I'll show him!” 

The party moved, and Josiah and George 
heard no more of the conversation. 

“Did you hear that?” Josiah burst out. 




















“We'll have to be more careful than ever 
now!” 

With a nod of his head George stepped to 
the trail and motioned for Josiah to follow. 
Once again they proceeded toward southern 
Wisconsin, where they were to stay for the 
night with another Abolitionist leader. 

After finally reaching northern Wisconsin, 
Josiah bade farewell to George and took up 
the journey with his last guide, Roy Miller. 

Roy led him through Wisconsin and Min- 
nesota safely, but they were constantly step- 

ing off the trail to let the searching South- 
erners pass. Several times Josiah and Roy 
had close calls. 

As they neared the Canadian border Roy’s 
sharp eyes noticed a strange movement in 
the bushes ahead. What was it? John Du- 
mont! Unfortunately Masta Dumont had 
seen Josiah before Josiah saw him. What 
would become of Josiah now? The slave and 
his guide were quickly surrounded by South- 
ern men with rifles. But to Josiah’s relief, 
everyone suddenly became confused, and in 
that confusion Josiah and Roy escaped un- 
hurt, though the bullets were coming at them 
from all directions. 

Finally, after three more days they reached 
the border of Canada. 

What a relief! Roy was glad to think that 
one more fugitive slave was safely across the 
border. 

Josiah B. Cunningham was free at last, 
thanks to the Underground Railroad. 









MAN’S BEST FRIEND 


Drawn by Morey Perry, Age 13 . : 
Spokane, Washington (/ 



















My Dead Goat Lived 


By Daniel Richard Graham, Age 10, 
Woodland, Pennsylvania Y 


One summer day Father took us to town. 
On our return we noticed one of my white 
pet goats lying on the lawn near the back 
porch. 

“Somebody shot my goat,” I said. People 
shoot deer in our woods. 

Dashing from the car I called, “Nannie.” 

She opened her eyes, winked, and stood up. 
I was glad she had been only taking a sun 
bath! 





HEAVEN 


By Terry L. Roth, Age 10 
Telford, Pennsylvania 


When the stars are all out and the moon's 
shining bright, 
| think that God's heaven's a wonderful 
sight. 
And think, if we're good, someday you and | 
Will live there with Jesus way up in that 
sky. 





Any boy or girl ten to fifteen years old may con- 
tribute stories or poems for this page, and photo- 
graphs and drawings will also be printed, if good 
enough. But remember, what you send must be 
your best, and it must be your own. Your friends 
may help you, but do not copy anything that has 
been printed before. Parents or teachers must sign 
a statement saying that your contribution is true 
and original, please. 





WHERE are you going now, Dan?” 
Mother asked as Dan hurried from the 
woodshed. 

Stopping short and looking down at the 
ground, Dan murmured something about 
going for a ride on his bicycle. 

“Have you finished cutting all the wood 
your father mentioned last night?” 

“Well, not quite.” 

“When you finish, then come on in the 
house. I want to talk to you before you go.” 

Dan didn’t like the sound of Mother's 
voice. It sounded sort of restraining or pro- 
hibitive. Perhaps she knew where he really 
was intending to go with his bike. Dan 
finished the task he had so abruptly left and 
then slowly made his way up the back steps 
to the kitchen. 

“Where were you going with your bike, 
Dan?” 

“Well, I thought I'd ride up toward the 
big hill, er... near... ah... well, you 
know, all the fellows live up that way and 
anyway—" 

“And anyway, Harold lives up that way 
and he seems to have an attraction for you.” 
Mother eyed her boy with a loving appeal. 
“Now, Dan, I am sure you want to grow 
up to be a real man and a good Christian. 
Harold is not the type of boy that would 
help anyone to become strong.” 

“But, Mom,” pleaded Dan, “all the fellows 
are following Harold. He has the best gang 
around here.” 

Mother sat down in the dining chair and 
sighed. “Dan, every time you ask to play 
with that gang something always happens. 
Remember how you got in trouble by throw- 
ing rotten eggs at Mr. Swanson’s hen house? 
And then just the other day Mrs. Smith called 
up and said you were with the bullies that 
threw sand at little Buddy in the sand pile.” 

“Ah, Mom, please don’t say things like 
that. I'll not get into any more trouble. We'll 
just be riding around on our bikes. I promise 
you I'll be home for lunch.” 

Before Mother could reply Dan was out 
the door and riding hard and fast toward the 
big hill. 

“Mom’s always thinking up ways to spoil 
my fun,” Dan muttered to himself as he 


12 / JUNIOR GUIDE 





DAN, RUBBER | 


THE PO 


By Q. Ss. DO 


reached the driveway to Harold’s place. Dan 
was sure Mother just didn’t understand how 
much fun Harold’s gang could have together, 
and anyway the other fellows were classed 
as “sissies,” so it was really important to 
belong with Harold. Dan skidded his bike 
to a dusty halt as a demonstration of his | 
independence before the gang that was al- 
ready assembled in front of Harold’s house. 
With an air of importance he strode toward 


the porch. 

“Hi!” 

“Hi, Mathews,” 
came the chorus. 
“We're out for war.” 

“Yeah?” Dan was 
all ears and ready to 
follow the excitement. 
“What's up?” 

Harold stepped in 
front of the others 
and waved a _ long, 
loaded rubber gun. 
There were at least 
four half-inch inner 
tube rubber bands tied 
together and anchored 
not too securely to a 
trigger. Dan ducked 
for fear it would go 
off and hit him in the 
face. 

““Ya see this, 
don’cha?” Harold 
shouted boastfully. 

Dan was more than 
sure that he saw it 
and had a guess as to 
what was going to 





Two policemen on motorcycles 
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n motorcycles raced around the cor- 
watched open-mouthed, frightened. 
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happen next. Harold was always looking for 
a chance to fight. 

“Old Joe Dennings has a gang that thinks 
they can take us on. What d’ya say, Dan?” 

Dan’s mouth dropped open and he swal- 
lowed hard. Joe was in his teens and as 
tough as they came. The kind of following 
he would have, made Dan feel sick in the 
pit of his stomach. Dan liked to have fun 
and feel that he “belonged,” but he knew 
there would be trouble now. Why did he 
ever come to Harold's anyway? 

















BRINGING UP MISCHIEVOUS DAN 





“Well, what d’ya say? Are ya with us?” 

“IT guess so,” Dan half whispered. 

“We thought you'd come, so we made an 
extra gun for you. I'm gonna carry this can- 
non and you can have the repeater.” 

Dan looked down at the weapon he was 
to have. Another boy was loading it on the 
ground so it wouldn’t go off accidentally. 
It was a monstrosity of a devilish device with 
three triggers and enough rubber to cause 
damage. Dan felt silly trying to carry the 
thing on his bike without setting it off, but 
no one noticed his face as they were all 
scrambling on their own bicycles. 

Down the hill they raced, shouting like 
Indians on the warpath. Harold was bran- 
dishing his cannon so much that the thing 
went off and sent the rubber bands flying 
into the woods. Everyone halted while the 
ammunition was retrieved. 

Dan wished somehow he could make a 
retreat home without embarrassment, but 
there was no way of escaping now. He had 
given himself over to the gang, and he was 
bound to stay. Deep down inside, Dan knew 
Mother was right, and he promised himself 
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BUBBLES pA‘? 


By Mrs. John F. Underhill / 








With a little dish and some water cool, 
A bit of soap and an empty spool, 
She blew some bubbles so light and fair, 
With colors gay, on the kitchen chair. 
They had windows in them of golden hue, 
Green and purple and crimson, too. 
She tried to catch them before they 
would drop, 

But the bubbles burst with a little “pop.” 
And all that remained of the bubbles fair 
Was a soapy ring on the kitchen chair. 


With a selfish wish, and a will to do, 
A bit of pride and ambition too, 

The world blows bubbles for us to share, 
With colors glittering, bright and fair. 
But ere we catch them in eager clasp, 
The bubbles burst in our anxious grasp. 
The world blows bubbles for us to buy, 
But lo, they burst, and we heave a sigh, 
For all that remains of the bubbles fair 
Are disappointment and deep despair. 
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to have more projects at home next time 
and forget about this “gang” business. They 
never seemed to want to do any good any- 


way. 

Harold held his hand up, and all the bikes 
stopped. “Joe Dennings said he'd meet me 
here at this corner, but he is not here, so I 
guess the war's all off.” 

“Good,” thought Dan to himself. “Now 
we won't have to tackle someone bigger and 
we won't get hurt.” 

It was then suggested that they go sit on 
Ted Turner’s front porch and wait for Sissy 
Smith to come along. They liked picking 
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on him anyway. He seemed so smarty when 
he had his parents along and Harold felt like 
showing him who was boss. 

“Come on, gang, let’s ride over that way, 
and when he comes along we'll give him all 
the rubber we've got,” boasted Harold. 

“Good idea,” laughed Ted. “My mom’s 
not home, and we can sit on our porch all 
we want to. 

There was still the element of the bully 
in Dan, and he thought this would be a 
good chance to get even with Sissy for tat- 
tling. 

The Turner place was right on the corner 
of a busy street, so the boys were sure of see- 
ing some action before too long. They sat 
and sprawled and laughed and made smart- 
aleck remarks for nearly an hour, when sud- 
denly the unfortunate occurred. 

“Say, look across the street, fellows,” Har- 
old pointed triumphantly. 

It wasn’t the buddy they were looking 
for, but one about his size and looking for 
all the world like good bully bait. He was 
even sticking his tongue out at the older 
boys on the other side of the street. 

“Now ain’t that cute,” Harold spat. 

“Let’s go over and smear him,” suggested 
Ted Turner. “I don’t like that little kid any- 
way.” 

It was Dan’s suggestion to give him a 
taste of rubber, and with this Harold pulled 
back the cannon trigger and shot at the 
neighbor boy. There was a cry of pain from 
across the street, and into the house ran the 
little boy. In a moment his mother appeared. 

“You bad boys!” she shouted. “If you don’t 
leave right this minute I'll call the police.” 

“Humph, she'll call the police,” Harold 
smirked to the others. “What cop would 
come out here to help her anyway?” 

There were other smart words, which 
grew bolder and louder when the woman 
turned to go into the house. Soon the little 
boy reappeared, this time staying close to 
the door and a safe distance from the road. 

“My mommy’s callin’ the policeman, ha, 
ha!” 

“See if we care, you little rascal. You 
come over here and we'll fix you,” said Dan. 
He felt big and important now, and there 
was a cocky attitude that carried to the others. 

“Let’s load the rubber guns again, and 
maybe he'll get close enough to hit,” whis- 
pered Ted. 

No sooner had the gang gathered their am- 

To page 17 
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By MARYAN B. WILKINSON Y 





Wen you first met Nabal, if you met 
him, you wouldn't like him. The longer 
you knew him, the less you would like him. 
He was a churl. 

“Whatever that is,” you say. 

We don’t run into the word “churl” very 
often these days, but the symptoms are still 
around. You find a churl’s dog and take it 
back to him, and he acts as if you stole it. 
You stumble and bump into him, and he 
jabs you with his elbow. 

To a churl, the big three are me, I, and 
myself. 

The only good thing about Nabal was the 
good taste he used when he picked out his 
wife. Abigail was a lady right from the 
word go. And she saw through Nabal as 
through cellophane wrapping on a birthday 
present. 

This Abigail, lady or not, was very put 
out when she heard that David’s messengers 
had come asking for food and had been 
sent away empty-handed. She knew the Lord 
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had chosen David to be the next king. She 
knew King Saul had been chasing him and 
his men through the hills, and they must 
be hungry and tired. And she knew that for 
months on end David had been protecting 
Nabal’s herdsmen from robbers and wild ani- 
mals. David had every reason to expect a 
good bit of gratitude from Nabal in the 
form of provisions for his men. 

But the messengers were going down the 
road with nothing to carry to their leader 
except the contemptuous words of Nabal. 

Abigail was bright enough to know that 
David would never take that kind of in- 
sult sitting down. The churl had placed his 
whole household in danger, but far be it 
from Abigail to see them all killed just be- 
cause Nabal didn’t have good sense. 

She got busy loading food onto donkeys. 
Two hundred loaves of bread for a starter, 
then five sheep; and corn and raisins and 
dried figs enough to feed a regiment. 

To page 19 


David was coming to kill her husband. Abigail went 
out to meet him with a large present of good food. 
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PART THREE 


A GOOD NIGHT'S SLEEP 


ern? 


/ 


By DONALD PALMER “ 


Answering requirements: 3. Demonstrate ability to pitch and strike a tent, or to make 
a sheltering lean-to of native materials. 6. Demonstrate ability to make a camp bed of 


native material. 


MV HONOR IN “Hurry everyone! It’s going to 
, rain,” commanded the direc- 
Tgl tor. Pathfinders could be seen 

' frantically putting up tents 
campcrart and digging trenches ‘around 


them. Some rushed about put- 
ting equipment under cover. These Pathfind- 
ers, concerned with getting out of the rain, 
were touching upon the ancient problem of 
shelter. 

Without adequate shelter the woods may 
easily turn dreary and dismal in the rain. 
One has no desire for outdoor life when he’s 
wet, no zest for the beauties of nature when 
shivering with cold! 

All Pathfinders who want to live outdoors 
should learn some skills of shelter making. 
First let us consider pitching a pup tent. 
Following is a diagram showing how two 
Pathfinders can put up their tent in an or- 
derly fashion. With practice they can erect 
the tent in one minute and fifteen seconds. 

Member No. 1 will put in pegs 1, 2, 3, 4, 
5. Member No. 2 will hold pole 6, put in peg 
7, hold pole 8, put in pegs 9, 10, 11. Mem- 
ber No. 2 will hold pole 6 until member No. 
1 is putting in peg 2 before he will put in 
peg 7. He will also hold pole 8 until mem- 
ber No. 1 is putting in peg 4, before he will 
put in peg 9. 

Don't by any means return home with your 
tent in a mess. Strike your tent in a system- 
atic way. Roll your pegs and poles into the 
tent so that they will not be lost. 

Here is a diagram showing how to roll 
up your pup tent. Figure 1. Fold the point 
back on the tent, putting pegs and poles 
in place. See Figure 1. Put guide ropes so 
they will be folded inside. 

Fold one third of the tent over to the cen- 
ter and finish by folding the remaining part 
over the first folded part. See Figure 2. 


16 { JUNIOR GUIDE 





(2) (3) 








= 























PITCHING A PUP TENT 











Roll tent snug and tie with a piece of rope. 
See Figure 3. 

If you want to feel that you have mastered 
an important part of outdoor living, build 
a shelter of natural material; and if the shel- 
ter you make holds up in bad weather, you 
will have the thrill of a lifetime. Go at it 
and build yourself a lean-to. If your leader 
can’t help you, there are many good books 
on the market to give you information. 

I have never seen the boy who has built 
a shelter who didn’t want to sleep in it. 
Better yet is to make your own camp bed. 
Outdoor beds are very important. One thing 
is certain. Nothing wears one down quicker 
or makes him more likely to be sick than 
inadequate sleep. It is no fun lying with a 
rock in your back or a stick poking you 
in the ribs. 











_o 


There are many types of beds. The Indians 
were masters at bedmaking, and you will 
want to make one type of Indian bed at some 
time. Figure 4 is a drawing of a pioneer 
bed made from natural materials. 

Cut two long logs for the sides and two 
short logs for the width of your bed. Peg 
down the logs so they won't roll away dur- 
ing the night. Fill the middle with large 


amounts of leaves or grass. In the course of 
the night the material will pack down from 
your body weight, so do not be sparing with 
the mattress material. 

Many people give up camping before they 
have mastered it. A few wet, cold, dismal 
trips have discouraged them. What a pity! 
Pathfinders are conquering the out-of-doors. 

Next week: “Good Food, Well Cooked.” 








Dan, Rubber Guns, and the Police 
From page 14 


munition together than they heard a sound 
that froze them right in their tracks. WHEE- 
EEEE . .. WHEEEEEEEEE. . . . came the 
shriek of the sirens as two State policemen 
roared around the corner. 

“I hear my mother calling,” said one of 
Harold’s trusted followers. And with a quick 
glance over his shoulder, he disappeared 
through the woods behind the house. 

The patrolmen walked over to the neigh- 
bor’s house and talked with the lady for a 
few moments. Dan and the others looked on 
in dumb amazement, too frightened to think 
what to do. 

“Hey, look,” whispered Harold, “they're 
coming this way.” 

Dan grew pale. Suddenly there was a sick- 
ening thud as if a dozen rocks had fallen 
in his stomach. Oh, why, oh, why had he 
ever wanted to go to Harold’s in the first 
place? 

“Well, boys, what seems to be the trou- 
ble here?” 

“We, that is, I, er... we, ah, were having 
some fun with rubber guns and, er . 
Harold gulped and stopped, then looked 
away from the searching glance of the of- 
ficer. 

“You mean you were having it at someone 
else’s expense,” replied the officer. Turning 
to the other officer, he suggested they secure 
the names of all the boys involved. Dan 
groaned within. What would Mother think 
now? 

“What is your name, young man?” 

Dan swallowed hard, then looking at one 
of the other boys who was being asked the 
same thing, answered as bravely as he could. 
The two officers put their pads away and 
quickly rode off on their motorcycles. 

The boys looked at one another, then with- 
out further words the great fighting gang 





of Harold’s dissolved. Dan rode hard for 
home. He wanted to tell Mother everything 
before the police got there. Pedaling as fast 
as he could, he skidded to a halt on the 
back walk, and raced up the steps. Mother 
wasn't ironing or doing any housework— 
just sitting, as if she knew Dan were com- 
ing. Dan’s eyes met hers, and then Dan real- 
ized she had had visitors already. At times 
like these he felt ashamed and sad—Mother 
did know best after all. 























Books of the Bible 
By REUBEN S. DELONG “4H 


The kind of song 
the redeemed will 
sing. (Rev. 5:9.) 


A kind of vase. 


To cut down, as 
grass. (Ps. 72:6.) 


To purchase. (Rev. 
3:18.) 


The first woman. 
(Gen. 3:20.) 


A plant of the New 
Testament. (Luke 
11:42.) 


The transgression of 
the law. (1 John 
3:4.) 
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Brothers of the Scarred Hands 
From page 8 


them true “blood brothers” for eternity. Billy 
looked forward to the day when he, with 
Ketowa and Natowah and Mr. Findley and 
others of his loved ones and friends, could 
walk on the wonderful streets of gold, where 
people from every nation, kindred, tongue, 
and people will be “blood brothers” forever! 


Bears in the Camp 
From page 5 


“O.K. You go on back, and I'll come as 
soon as I can get dressed,” he assured her. 

The dressing procedure took some time, 
because on that particular hike the camp di- 
rector had worn some hiking breeches that 
laced down the legs and a pair of leather 
knee boots. By the time he had laced the 
breeches, had put on his wool socks, and his 
boots, and had found the spot where Miss 
Martin’s unit was located, he learned that 
the mother bear had called the little cubs 
down out of the tree and all four had dis- 
appeared into the dark woods. 

“I think someone disturbed the mother 
bear,” Miss Martin explained. “She will prob- 
ably be back for more food before morning.” 

“I’m sorry I was too late to see the cubs,” 
the camp director lamented. “This time I'll 
sleep with my clothes on—all except my 
boots. Then I can be ready in a minute’s 
notice. Good night! I hope our guests will 
come back again!” 

The director returned to his bed, removed 
the boots, and placed them within reach; 
then he put his three-cell flashlight under his 
pillow and was soon asleep. 

The next thing he knew there was a sound 
of rustling in the leaves and pine needles. 
There was the unmistakable sound of foot- 
steps—coming his way! He remembered the 
sack of raisins and candy. He was directly 
between the sound of the approaching ani- 
mal and the lunch sack. Would the bear 
walk right over him? 

Peering through the darkness in the direc- 
tion of the sound, he was startled to see that 
two of the cubs had already come within 
about fifteen feet of his bed, and were sit- 
ting with their heads cocked sidewise, trying 
to figure out what that was on the ground 
in front of them. 





The camp director thought fast. Appar- 
ently the mother bear was on her way to 
see about her precious little cubs. He must 
not do the wrong thing just now. He had 
heard that mother bears can be very spite- 
ful if their young ones are disturbed. 

Ever so gently he reached under his pillow 
and got the flashlight. Then he turned on 
his stomach and planned his strategy. The 
footsteps were coming closer and closer, so 
he must act quickly. Perhaps if he could 
frighten the little cubs away, the mother 
bear would go the same direction and take 
them into the woods. 

So, mustering his courage, he pointed the 
flashlight toward the impish little cubs, and 
as he suddenly turned on the bright beam, 
yelled, “GET OUT OF HERE!” 

To his amazement they did not even move, 
and he saw that he had just let his imag- 
ination get away from him! The “cubs” 
were his boots, which were only an arm's 
length from his head. And the mother bear? 
Well, those footsteps proved to be made 
by a counselor who had gone on an errand 
and in the darkness had gotten her directions 
confused! 


Paid in Full 
From page 15 


And she set out with a few servants to 
meet David. 

Nobody ever guessed anything much closer 
than Abigail did when she guessed David 
would be coming to kill Nabal. She hadn't 
ridden far before she met him as he rode 
at the head of his men, with his sword in 
his hand and Nabal’s insults in his ears. All 
Abigail had to do was to talk him out of it. 
That’s all. And leave it to Abigail to use her 
head. 

She didn’t try to tell him he had no reason 
to be angry. She couldn’t say her husband 
wasn’t a rascal right from the bones out, so 
she admitted he was. 

But she told David that one of these days 
he would be wearing the royal crown of Is- 
rael. Maybe he would feel better then if he 
didn’t have to remember the day he killed 
a churl for revenge. She just suggested that 
revenge was God’s problem and that He 
would see to it without any help from David. 

David turned back, convinced by the lady 
who used her head, the lady who said that 
“vengeance belongeth to the Lord.” 
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But Abigail's argument was more than a 
clever bit of work to save her life. It proved 
to be a true prediction. The very next morn- 
ing Nabal was stricken with paralysis. Ten 
days later he was dead—without benefit of 
David's sword. And before many days had 
passed, the swift-thinking widow of the churl 
was the wife of the swift-acting warrior. 
Seven chapters later the warrior was in 
Hebron, occupying the throne of Judah, 
and surer than ever that revenge is not the 
job of God’s men. 

“I will repay, saith the Lord.” 

Nabal had been paid in full. 























FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


Wendy Cloete, 12, is interested in baking. She 
wants to correspond with twelve-year-old girls. Her 
address is ““Almonto,” P.O. Lady Grey, Cape Province, 
South Africa. 


Ellen D. Hiebert would like to have pen pals from 
all parts of the world. Her address is Box 411, Wran- 
gell, Alaska. 


Carol Roth, 13, would like to write to boys and 
girls ages 13 to 16 from all over the world. Her 
address is Bazine, Kansas. 


Carol Rutan, 14, is in the eighth grade. She en- 
joys reading, playing the piano, and taking nature 
walks. Her address is R. R. 1, Cedaredge, Colorado. 


Joycelyn Streu, 11, likes swimming and nature 
study. Her birthday is on December 17. She would 
like to write to girls of the same age anywhere 
in the world. Her address is 106 N. Chilson, Bay 
City, Michigan. 


Alice Woodruff, 11, enjoys sewing and writing 
letters. Her address is Wahkiacus, Washington. 


Mary Ann Rainwater, 15, looks forward to writing 
to other Juniors all over the world. Her address is 
Route 2, Box 28, Gaston, Oregon. 


Lauretta M. Brown, 14, enjoys stamp collecting 
and reading. She would especially like letters from 
Mexico, Philippines, and Arabia. Her address is Box 
93-A, Route 2, Gaston, Oregon. 


Patsy Owen, 12, enjoys collecting stamps and play- 
ing the piano. Her address is Hemingford, Nebraska. 


Deanna Fischer, 12, likes to collect stamps, play 
the piano, and ride horseback. She would especially 
like pen pals from England, Germany, Japan, Norway, 
Sweden, China, and Canada. Her address is Conklin 
Town Road, Wanaque, Midvale, New Jersey. 
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Baptized Anyway 


From page 3 


let Livia go, but, as I said, it was on one con- 
dition. Mother put her arm around her 
twelve-year-old daughter and told her: “I 
will permit you to attend this Protestant 
school, but you must promise me that you 
will not become a member of their church. 
You are very young, Livia, and should wait 
until you reach the age of eighteen before 
deciding what church you will join.” 

“Don’t worry about me,” Livia assured her. 
She had no intention of changing her re- 
ligion. Certainly she wouldn't ever be a 
Seventh-day Adventist, of all things. Some- 
times she even wished she didn’t have to 
go to church at all. 

Livia set to work choosing cloth for beau- 
tiful clothes. The dressmaker made them 
according to the latest styles. The Restrepo 
family owned one of the nicest hotels in a 
resort city in the Andes Mountains, and they 
wanted their pretty daughter to have the 
best of everything. 

When Livia arrived at Icolven, as the 
school (Instituto Colombo-Venezolano) is 
called, she was pleased with her room and 
also her roommate, Hilma—a girl a few 
years older than she and one who could help 
her spiritually. 

The Bible classes were interesting and dif- 
ferent. At first Livia could not believe some 
of the things taught and would quickly stand 
to defend her convictions. But little by little 
she saw the simplicity and beauty in the 
religion of her teachers and friends and be- 
gan doing as they did. 

During her second year in the church 
school her heart was touched by the Week 
of Prayer services. Some of her friends made 
her the special object of their prayers. Then 
one day she stood in a testimony meeting 
and told everyone that she now loved Jesus 
and wanted to serve Him faithfully. How 
happy her friends were. They hoped she 
would soon be baptized. But she mustn't 
forget that promise she had made to her 
mother. 

“If only Mother would let me be bap- 
tized,” she sighed. The one thing she wanted 
more than anything else now was to follow 
the Bible instructions and be baptized. 

She invited her close friends, Martha and 
Hilma, to spend a month in her home dur- 
ing the vacation. “Please,” she said to them 











on the way home, “try to say something to 
my mother so she will also believe and be 
converted. It would be such a strength to 
me. 

But Mother was always too busy to lis- 
ten. She was happy with the school, and glad 
that Livia was a good girl. “But you are too 
young to make such an important decision,” 
she told Livia. With a sad heart Livia and 
her friends went back to school. Then, almost 
before they knew it, Livia’s third year in 
Icolven was drawing to a close. She was 
serving the Lord to the best of her ability, 
but she longed to be baptized. “O God,” she 
prayed, “help me solve my problem. There 
are only ten days until the last baptism of 
the school year will be held. Please help me 
quickly, Amen.” 

She decided to write once more to her 
mother, asking her permission. The letter 
was eight pages long. Then in a postscript 
she added, “P.S., Please send a telegram as 
soon as you receive this letter, so I will know 
what to do.” Then she rounded up her 
chums. “Please pray with me,” she asked, 
and of course they all did. Rising from her 
knees, Livia made her decision. “I am sure 
my mother will say Yes,” she told the girls. 
“I am going to plan to be baptized.” 

But the days came and went, and no tele- 
gram arrived from Mother. The Sabbath 
morning of the baptism arrived, but still 
there was no word from home. What should 
she do? She talked it over with the church 
pastor and Mrs. Collins, the preceptress. “I 
will be baptized anyway,” she said at last. 

Her face was radiant as she gathered with 
the group of baptismal candidates at the 
side of the outdoor baptistry on the school 
campus. The choir finished their hymn and 
Elder Bustamante raised his hand in prayer 
before letting her down in the water. When 
she came up, she was happier than ever 
before. She was a full-fledged Seventh-day 
Adventist at last. 

But what would Mother say? Why hadn’t 
she heard from her? There had been plenty 
of time. 

After sundown worship Martha and Livia 


went to the dining room to play games. 
They were about to join one of the groups 
of young people when someone walked into 
the room and announced, “A telegram for 
Livia Restrepo.” At once Livia guessed who 
it was from. The color went from her face 
as she took it from the messenger. Her hands 
trembled as she opened it. What if Mother 
had said No? 

The tears streamed down her cheeks as she 
read: “May the Lord bless you and guard 
you in your new determination to serve Him. 
May He give you much happiness through- 
out the years of your precious existence. 
Mother.” 

“The Lord is so good to me,” was all 
Livia could say as she hugged Martha and 
passed the telegram around to her friends. 











METAL IN A BOMBER. It takes 14,000 
pounds, or seven tons, of aluminum to make 
the air frame of a jet fighter bomber. 


INSECT DAMAGE. A scientist in Illinois esti- 
mates that insects cause ten billion dollars’ 
worth of damage in the United States every 
year. 


A RIVER OF MILK. Vermont is a State that 
has more cows than people. Each year it pro- 
duces enough milk to fill a river twenty feet 
wide, three feet deep, and eighty miles long. 


HOW BIG A SQUID? The giant squid can 
grow to a length, including its tentacles of 
course, of fifty-two feet. Imagine what it 
would feel like to have one of them put its 
arms around you! 


COVER PICTURE by Eva Luoma. 





Vol. 2, No. 30 


JUNIOR GUIDE July 28, 1954 
Editor: LAWRENCE MAXWELL 

Associate Editor: WALTER T. CRANDALL Consulting Editors: L. A. SKINNER, E. B. HARE, G. M. MATHEWS 

Circulation Manager: R. J. CHRISTIAN 


Subscription rates: one year, $3.75; six months, $2.00; in clubs of three or more, one year, each $2.95; six months, 
$1.60. Foreign countries where extra postage is required: one year, $4.10; six months, $2.20; in clubs of three or 
more, one year, each $3.30; six months, $1.80. In changing address, send both the old and the new address to 
JUNIOR GUIDE, Washington 12, D.C. 


JULY 28, 1954 / 21 








VI—The Second Coming of Christ 


(AUGUST 7) 


Lesson Texts: Matthew 24:5-7, 14, 23, 24, 42-44. 


Memory Verse: “Surely I come quickly. Amen. 
Even so, come, Lord Jesus” (Revelation 22:20). 
Guiding Thought 

On the eleventh day of March, 1942, General 
Douglas MacArthur was ordered to leave the 
Philippines, but he engendered faith in those he 
left behind when he said, “I shall return.” About 
two and a half years later his voice was heard over 
the air, and the message he sent to the people 
of the Philippines was, “I have returned.” 

Someday, and we hope soon, our Saviour, who 
has promised to come again, will be heard saying, 
“I have returned.” 

“One of the most solemn and yet most glori- 
ous truths revealed in the Bible is that of Christ’s 
second coming, to complete the great work of 
redemption. To God's pilgrim people, so long 
left to sojourn in ‘the region and shadow of 
death, a precious joy-inspiring hope is given in 
the promise of His appearing, who is ‘the resur- 
rection and the life, to ‘bring home again His 
banished.’ The doctrine of the second advent is 
the very key-note of the Sacred Scriptures.” —The 
Great Controversy, p. 299. 


ASSIGNMENT 1 
Read the lesson texts and the guiding thought. 


ASSIGNMENT 2 


The Hope of the Patriarchs 


1. In the last epistle of the Bible we are told 
what one of the first men who lived on the earth 
said about the second coming of Christ. Who 
was he, and what did he say about the judgment 
that will take place at Christ’s second coming? 
(Jude 14, 15.) 

2. How did another of the patriarchs express 
his faith and hope in the resurrection and the 
Second Advent? (Job 19:25-27.) 


NOTE.—'‘‘From the day when the first pair 
turned their sorrowing steps from Eden, the chil- 
dren of faith have waited the coming of the 
Promised One to break the destroyer’s power and 
bring them again to the lost Paradise. Holy men 
of old looked forward to the advent of the Mes- 
siah in glory, as the consummation of their hope. 
Enoch, only the seventh in descent from them 
that dwelt in Eden, he who for three centuries on 
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earth walked with his God, was permitted to be- 
hold from afar the coming of the Deliverer.’— 
The Great Controversy, p. 299. 


ASSIGNMENT 3 


The Hope of the Prophets 


3. How did David picture the destruction of 
this old world which will take place at Christ’s 
coming? (Ps. 50:3.) 

4. What did Isaiah say Christ will bring for 
the faithful at His second coming? (Isa. 40:10.) 


NOTE.—‘“The coming of Christ to usher in 
the reign of righteousness, has inspired the most 
sublime and impassioned utterances of the sacred 
writers. The poets and prophets of the Bible have 
dwelt upon it in words glowing with celestial fire. 
The psalmist sung of the power and majesty of 
Israel’s King: ‘Out of Zion, the perfection of 
beauty, God hath shined. Our God shall come, 
and shall not keep silence. . . . He shall call to 
the heavens from above, and to the earth, that 
He may judge His people.’ ‘Let the heavens re- 
joice, and let the earth be glad . before the 
Lord: for He cometh, for He cometh to judge 
the earth: He shall judge the world with right- 
eousness, and the people with His truth.’”—The 
Great Controversy, p. 300. 


ASSIGNMENT 4 
The Hope That Cheered the Disciples 


5. Jesus Himself comforted the disciples with 
the promise that although He had to leave 
them, He would come again. When they ques- 
tioned Him about the time when He could be 
expected, what signs did He give by which they 
could know His Advent was near? (Matt. 24:5-7, 
23, 24.) 


6. What signs appearing in the heavens did 
Christ tell His disciples to watch for? (Luke 
21:25-28.) 

7. When did angels speak to the disciples of 
Christ’s second coming? (Acts 1:11.) 


NoTE.—‘“The promise of Christ’s second com- 
ing was ever to be kept fresh in the minds of 
His disciples. The same Jesus whom they had seen 
ascending into heaven, would come again, to 
take to Himself those who here below give them- 
selves to His service.”"—The Acts of the Apostles, 
p: 33. 








ASSIGNMENT 5 
The Hope of the Early Church 


8. What did Peter teach about the destruction 
of the earth and the establishing of new heavens 
and a new earth at Christ’s coming? (2 Peter 3: 
12-14.) 

9. What did Paul call the doctrine of the Sec- 
ond Advent? (Titus 2:13.) 


NOTE.—"‘“The coming of the Lord has been in 
all ages the hope of His true followers. The 
Saviour’s parting promise upon Olivet, that He 
would come again, lighted up the future for His 
disciples, filling their hearts with joy and hope 
that sorrow could not quench nor trials dim... . 

“On rocky Patmos the beloved disciple hears 
the promise, ‘Surely I come quickly,’ and his 
longing response voices the prayer of the church 
in all her pilgrimage, ‘Even so, come, Lord Jesus.’ 

“From the dungeon, the stake, the scaffold, 
where saints and martyrs witnessed for truth, 
comes down the centuries the utterance of their 
faith and hope.” —The Great Controversy, p. 302. 


ASSIGNMENT 6 
The Hope of This Generation 


10. Before the blessed hope becomes a reality, 
what great task must the church perform? (Matt. 
24:14.) 


11. How will Satan oppose the finishing of 
this task? (1 Tim. 4:1.) 


NOTE.—Jesus warns of false christs and false 
prophets in the last 
days. Peter tells us also 
that Satan will work 
through ‘“‘scoffers” in 
the last days—people 
who will make fun of 
those who believe in 
the Second Advent of 
Christ. In this way he 
will try to laugh them 
out of their hope and 
belief. 


12. How alert, there- 
fore, must those be 
who believe in the 
blessed hope? (Matt. 
24:42, 44.) 


NOoTE.—"The condi- 
tions prevailing in soci- 
ety, and especially in 
the great cities of the 
nations, proclaim in 
thunder tones that the 
hour of God's judg- 
ment is come, and that 
the end of all things 
earthly is at hand. We 
are standing on the 


Jesus coming back to 
earth with the angels. 


threshold of the crisis of the ages. In quick succes- 
sion the judgments of God will follow one another, 
—fire, and flood, and earthquake, with war and 
bloodshed. We are not to be surprised at this 
time by events both great and decisive; for the 
angel of mercy cannot remain much longer to 
shelter the impenitent.’—Prophets and Kings, 
p. 278. 
ASSIGNMENT 7 


UNDERLINE the name of the prophet who 
spoke the following words: 

1. “Looking for that blessed hope, and the 
glorious appearing of the great God and our 
Saviour Jesus Christ.’ Habakkuk, Daniel, Paul. 
(See assignment 5.) 

2. “Behold, the Lord God will come with 
strong hand, and his arm shall rule for him: 
behold, his reward is with him.” Isaiah, Job 
John. (See assignment 3.) 

3. “I know that my redeemer liveth and that 
he shall stand at the latter day upon the earth.” 
Paul, Job, James. (See assignment 2.) 

4. “Behold, the Lord cometh with ten thou- 
sands of his saints.’ Enoch, Isaiah, Peter. (See 
assignment 2.) 

5. “This same Jesus, which is taken up from 
you into heaven, shall so come in like manner as 
ye have seem him go into heaven.” Peter, the 
angels, John. (See assignment 4.) 

6. “This gospel of the kingdom shall be 
preached in all the world for a witness unto all 
nations; and then shall the end come.” Paul, 
Jesus, Jude. (See assignment 6.) 
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Join a Pathfinder Club and go on 


A 
PATHFINDER 
CAMPOUT 


More and more, Pathfinder Clubs are going 
on weekend campouts. And summer is an 
ideal time. It’s just like a little bit of Junior 
camp. See what fun Sligo-II Pathfinders of 
Takoma Park, Maryland, had when they 
camped in a national park for the weekend. 


. Plenty of good food. 
. Over the top. 
3. Three in, one coming. 


. Up goes the flag. 


If you haven't joined a Pathfinder 
Club, you'd better hurry! 


“, 42k bx 
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